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his dainty handkerchief in his breast-pocket and sank back in his
place, with an inward sigh and an outward smile. "No good!"
he thought to himself, and a wave of bitter futility swept
over him.
During the last four or five weeks he had come to feel as hos*
tile to Glastonbury as any one of the Crows had ever felt. He
would have hated the lown as much as Tom Baiter did, if it had
not been for this unique chance of giving an anarchical twist to
the policies of the tiny commune. But he had encountered dis-
illusionment after disillusionment.
Simple and direct as Dave Spear's methods were compared
with his, the young Communist defeated him every time their
ideas clashed. The cause of this was obvious. Dave had a clear-
cut set of adamantine principles, which he combined with a prac-
tical and even unscrupulous opportunism that was a perpetual
surprise to everyone.
Thus when the dictators of this microscopic state came to log-
gerheads, it was always the Anarchist whose principles were
vague and his practice unbending, who was forced to yield;
while the Communist, whose principles were crystal-clear and
his practice malleable and flexible, carried the point. Had Paul
TrenL Leen more sympathetic to the Mayor's mysticism he might
have won Mr. Ceard over to his view. Had he been more personal
in his destructiveness, he might have propitiated the emotional
Red and plotted with his help some catastrophic blow to Philip's
dye works, or tin mine, or bridge, or road, these wedges of cap-
italism in this co-operative community; but the truth was that
Paul Trent, like the poet Shelley, was far too ideal in his in-
stincts for his instincts to prevail; and in a world where liberty
and independence and sweet reasonableness are forced to yield
to fanaticism and dominating faith, his curious double nature,
wherein his mother's masculine soul concealed in his father's
effeminate body, divided his energy and confused his purpose, it
was easier for him to outwit the Marquis of P. than to turn Glas-
tonbury into a voluntary association of free philosophers. As he
now jumped up from Miss Crow's side, made his courtly Cartha-
ginian obeisance and cleared off, directing his steps towards the
central offices of the commune, which were in the upper floors of